TO-MORROW

* There, Basil/ cried he, f I told you what would happen, and
you would not believe me.    But this is the way you have served
me all your life, and this is the way you will go on to the day
of your death, putting things off till to-morrow.    This is the
way you have lost every opportunity of distinguishing yourself;
every chance, and you have had many, of advancing yourself
in the world!    What signifies all  I  have  done for you, or
all you can do for yourself?    Your genius and education are
of no manner of use !    Why, there is that heavy dog, as you
used to call him at Eton, Johnson : look how he is getting on
in the world, by mere dint of application and sticking steadily
to his profession.    He will beat you at everything, as he beat
you at Eton in writing verses.3

' Only in copying them, sir. My verses, everybody said,
were far better than his; only, unluckily, I had not mine
finished and copied out in time.3

' Well, sir, and that is the very thing I complain of. I sup-
pose you will tell me that your voyage to China will be far
better than this which is advertised this morning.3

' To be sure it will, father; for I have had opportunities, and
collected materials, which this man, whoever he is, cannot
possibly have obtained. I have had such assistance, such
information, from my friend the missionary------3

* But what signifies your missionary, your information, your
abilities, and your materials ?'   cried my father, raising his
voice.    ' Your book is not out, your book will never be finished;
or it will be done too late, and nobody will read it; and then
you may throw it into the fire.     Here you have an opportunity
of establishing your fame, and making yourself a great author
at once; and if you throw it away, Basil, I give you fair notice,
I never will pardon you.3

I promised my father that I would set about my work to-
morrow; and pacified him by repeating that this hasty publica-
tion, which had just been advertised, must be a catchpenny, and
that it would serve only to stimulate instead of satisfying the
public curiosity. My quarto, I said, would appear afterwards
with a much better grace, and would be sought for by every
person of science, taste, and literature.

Soothed by these assurances, my father recovered his good-
humour, and trusted to my promise that I would commence my
great work the ensuing day. I was fully in earnest. I went to
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